could bathe where you wanted, you felt yourself growing fitter
every minute. In the evening there was a restful inn, and a
glass of beer and a glass of korn mix well together before you
go to bed with a book. The storks were everywhere. Out in the
lake was a little island, with an English princess buried on it.

You couldn't have found a more sleepy and peaceful place for
a fortnight snatched from a turbulent summer.
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